SESTINA #1 
by Andrew “Change” Huang 


there are scattered shards from a broken 

vase after a baseball flies through the window. 
nostalgia is ricocheting in my memory 

as iam left to piece together the post-it notes 
that were tucked away along with your letter— 
now leaking slowly from the faulty tap. 


drip and drap, the words fall. tip and tap, 

the memory is collecting the broken 

bits and pieces to reveal the unopened letter. 
moments are sitting asemically by the window, 
just tippily for the wind to blow the notes, 

the laughter, and the jokes from my memory. 


How do | throw away those memories? 
illustrated instruction for fixing the faulty tap 

is not clear. nothing is explained in my notes; 
there are only diagrams to the once broken 
vase decorated in gold seams—like the window 
decorated plainly in gold alphabet letters. 


i have not forgotten that unopened letter. 

i merely kept it in the pocket of my memory— 
away from the brittle vase, the open window, 
the lone baseball, and the faulty tap— 
because a youthful promise that is broken 

by neglect can never regain its absent notes. 


carefully, i fetch the flaking leaflet of notes, 
ignoring the tear at the corner of the letter. 

i chase the shards, while a stubborn, broken 
promise exposes a diluted memory 

of when | childishly took apart the faulty tap, 
only for all the parts to fly out the window. 


the baseball is left resting by the window, 
casually to not disturb the disorganized notes. 
this time, i make sure to cherish the tap. 

after stowing the post-it notes and the letter 
back in the deepest pocket of my memory, 

i write a memo to myself about the broken. 


Close the window and open the letter; 
Arrange the notes scattered in the memory; 
Let the broken leak from the faulty tap. 


